MUTINY MEMOIRS.               n
out of my reach. As I turned from him
and looked down the road to the lines, I
saw that it was full of cavalry troopers gal-
loping towards me. Even then it did not
occur to me that they could have any hos-
tile intent towards myself.' I shouted to
them to halt. This they did, and sur-
rounded me; and, before I knew what
was happening, I found myself warding
off, as well as I could, a fierce onslaught
from many blades. A few moments
would have sealed my fate, when, provi-
dentially, the late Lieutenant Craigie
emerged from his gate a little further
down the road and came straight to my
help. This diversion saved me. The
troopers scattered past us and made off
towards the European lines. It was only
too clear now that a mutiny, and that of
the most serious kind, was in full swing.
Our duty was plain, though very hard to
perform, for at this moment Lieutenant
Craigie's Wife and my Sister were on
their way together in his carriage to the
church, situated in the European lines,
and our first natural impulse was to